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You can fancy, Mobarek, that I felt very happy, especially
when she pointed with her finger into the yard and showed
me camels, goats and cattle as her dowry/' Abdul
Mallik lit his pipe and smirked contentedly.

"I suppose/' I said, "that the old lady who walked
past just now was the slave you mistook for your bride?"

The Malay nodded. "I have now another son and
daughter in addition to the two boys I got at my wed-
ding/'

We talked a lot about Cape Town, and in view of his
ownership of six houses he wanted to know how the
property market stood there.

"Is it not possible to get back to Africa?1' he asked
me, " Nowadays I make my living as a Mat of, but to
live for ever in Mecca is wearisome and I would like to
go home again/'

In consequence of this plea I made some inquiries of
friends in the town, but found the plan was impossible
because Abdul's new wife had the right to detain him.

We talked for a time until another veiled figure came
into our room. The master of the household said: "This
is the woman I married/'

I salaamed to her and Mrs. Mallik declared that she
had often seen me at the Haram where nobody spoke
his prayers more correctly than I did.

"You are the talk of Mecca/' observed Abdul in a
serious way. "Don't be frightened but never go alone
among Arabs you do not know- Many will not believe
that an Englishman can possibly be a Moslem/'

One son led me through the labyrinthine streets back